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gnmw%mw,

Could rame thy feaful srancy?

Sn what distant deeps ox okies.
@nWMWA@MK@W?
What the hand, dare siege the fire?

@nd what chowlder, & what ant,
@12 when thy heart began Lo Beal,
What dread hand? & what dread feet?

What the hammer? what the chain,

8nWWWM%W?

Dare its deadly teriors clasp!

When the stars thiews down. their apears
@2 water'd heaven with their lears:
Did he amife his otk to see?

Did he who made the Lamb make thee?

S the forests of the night:

Dae fame thy foaeul symnctey?



